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SONGS, Ce. 


IN 


“•:e 


ACT I. 


GLEE.—A4nastro, Cavalds, Marco, and Banditti. 


THe angry wolf that roams for prey 
Should chide us now for our delay; 
Then sound the horn, to business boys, 
Plunder's the pass-word to our joys, 

Let your loud throats the cavern shake, 
Till slumb'ring sluggards yawn and wake. 
Then push the can, and sing with glee, 
And plunder shall our pass-word be. 


AIR. —-Anastro. 


TRE daring tar can smile at death, 

The treach'rous sea, and foaming waves, 
Vet feels he, to his latest breath, 

T' he sting that Separation leaves. 
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— 


Undaunted on the top-mast high 
His fears not rolling thunders raise; 
For his true love he heaves the sigh, 
For her on shore he only prays. 
In vain the sea runs mountains high; 
In vain the winds are heard to roar ; 
*Tis not cold fear provok'd the sigh, 
It yet belongs to her on shore.* 


« The vivid lightning skims the deck, 

„ The howling surge speaks danger nigh, 
« Now all foresee a speedy wreck, 

« But still his true love claims his sigh. 


« His gallant heart no danger knows, 
« His manly soul no tempest moves, 

« The feeling tear, that silent flows, 
Vet, yet belongs to her he loves. 

Cc For Hope, with kind, consoling pow'r, 
« Repels the horrors of the day, 

& But from the dread of that sad hour 
Not Hope itself can point away.“ 


AIR. — Countess. 


My Honour's Guardian far away, 
T he dread seducer came, 

And, coward-like, would fain betray, 
And cover me with shame. 


But know from me, unfeeling man, 
Thy wiles and arts are vain 
The heart that dares be virtuous can 


Thy threats view with disdain. 


® That part of the song in inverted commas is left out in the repre. 
sentation. 
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Then quickly home my love return, 
And ease my soul of grief; 

While I thy absence have to mourn, 
Say, what can give relief? 


AIR.— Alvarez. 


WHEN I was young, I could caper and skip, 
And honey extract from each damsel's lip; 
Like laurel I flourish'd an evergreen, 
And none more blythe than Alvarez was seen. 
Heigho ! oh then 
The girls I towzled, 
And mouzled, 
And frowzled, 
And blowzled, 


And smack'd the hussies again and again. 


Thus I cock'd my glass, and sidled my hat, 
And mouzled them all, whether lean or fat. 


Like laurel, &c. 


Of the old block I was hail'd a chip, 
So smart in the dance I did gaily trip. 


Like laure], &c. 


But meeting one night with a cruel trull, 

I crack'd my joke—and she crack'd my skull; 
Then down I tumbled, bereft of all strength, 
And in the kennel I measur'd my length. 
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Heigho ! since then 
No girls I towzled, 
Nor mouzled, 
Nor frowzled, 
Nor blowzled, 
Nor never, alas ! will do so again. 


TRIO.—4nastro, Countess, Marcia. 


Hark ! the castle clock strikes one, 
And Prudence whispers us begone. 
Hush ! *tis the linnet's dulcet laß 
Now ushers in the new-born day. 
Hist! Wisdom says away, depart, 
Elude at once his schemes and art. 


TRIO.—Fasper, Duke, Alvarez. 


Fasper. I come, I come. 
Duke. A seraph sings. 
Jas. I fly, I fly. F 
Alu. With angel's wings. 
Duke. Tis most true. 
Au. All a joke. 
Duke. Her voice would savages subdue. 
Alv. Such a croak. 
Duke, A single kiss 
Will my fond heart dissolve in bliss. 


Alv. Was ever tolly heard like this ? 
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AIR. Clara. 


An! mother why augment my pain, 
You woo'd yourself, and wed your swain, 
And I am woman too: 
Then do be kind, and your decree 
Shall happy make my love and me. 
Ah do! ah do! ah do! 


Thus, when the storm ſhall cease that blows, 
And calm restore my love's reposc, 

Your kindness you wont Tue. 
Sound as the oak's stout plank's his heart: 
'Then say you'll not true lovers thwart. 


Ah do! ahdo! ahdo! 


FINALE. Clara, Marcia, and Banditti. 


Ca. & Mar. Ah! have pity on an harmless maiden's throb- 
bing fears ; | 
Heal her sorrows, hear her sighs, and stop her 
hapless tears. 
Cavaldo, Away, away, 
Make no delay; 
Bear her away, 
She must not stay. 
Mar. Say, must I then thy loss bewail ? 
Cla. Will not our tears, alas! prevail? 
Cav. Fruitless now your heaving sighs, 
Unmoy'd we view your tear-dimm'd eyes. 
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Mar. & | 
Cla. 


Cavaldo. 


Ah!] then my heart, to friendſhip true, 


Bids 38 \ now a long adieu 


Our breasts with no weak feelings swell 
Our daring acts our manners tell. 


Mar. Clara, my friend, (BOTH) adieu! farewel ! 


END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 


DET T. Jasper and Marcia. 


Jas. On! since I've found you, nothing grieves me, 
'Then let's dance to row, dow, dow ; 
The sight of Marcia so relieves me, 
That we'll sing to row, dow, dow. 


Mar. The joy of meeting so delights me, 
T hat my heart o'erflows, I vow, 
And though to think of parting frights me, 
Yet we'll dance to row, dow, dow. 


Fas. The pangs of absence did so vex me, 
| My heart it throbb'd the Lord knows how; 
But nought in life can now perplex me, 
While we dance to row, dow, dow. 


Mar. Yes, Jasper, I will love you ever, 
And your merry row, dow, dow ; 
From my true love I'll wander never, 
| While dub, dub, goes row, dow, dow. 


Both. Now our bliss shall nothing sever, 
Wedlock's band shall seal the vow, 
I'll ne'er leave my love, ah never, 
But will dance to row, dow, dow. 


1 
+ 
1 
4 
* 
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BALLAD.---Marcia. 


Vo N Henry lov'd his Emma well, 
And she his ardent vows approv'd ; 


Oft would her glowing blushes tell, 
How fond, how faithfully she lov'd. 


II. 


But Mary, with delusive art, 
Each winning lure, and grace essay'd, 


To catch false Henry's wand'ring heart, 


And leave to mourn the hapless maid. 


III. 


The treach'rous tale poor Emma knew, 
Vet not with sighs and tears reprov'd, 
She scorn'd the swain no longer true, 
And spurn'd the heart that faithless prov'd. 


AIR. Jasper. 


| EpicuRvs of old was a fine eating fellow, 


All day would he gorge, and at night get quite mellow: 


But good cooking, then, was but little known, Sir, 


Tho' ragouts and kickshaws are now all the ton, Sir. 


Masticate, denticate, chump, grind, and swallow. 


- 
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Vour Spartans eat black broth, and drank of the fountain, 
Give me a chick's bosom, and glass of pure mountain; 
The Turks they chew opium your Hind os eat rice, Sir, 
But of Westmorland ham give me a stout slice, Sir. 


Masticate, denticate, &c. 


Your Bramin won't touch flesh---but (Dem) flesh of the 
quick, Sir; | 

Give me venison touch'd---with fat an inch thick, Sir, 

With quantum sufficit of nice currant jelly, 

The palate to coax, and to humour the belly. 


Masticate, denticate, &c. 


On trifles like these, then, as I am a sinner, 

A man ought to starve who could not make 2 dinner; 
Thus plain things I love, as you plainly sce, Sir, 

For ven'son and turtle are good enough for me, Sir. 


Masticate, denticate, &c. 


| QUINTET TO. 
Cavalds, Countess, Marcia, Marco, and Banditti, 


Countess, MoNSTER |! all your plots are vain, 
See my scornful heart's disdain. 

Cav, Your pride shall soon give way, 
'The Duke you must obey. 


SONGS, &c. IN THE OUTLAWS. 
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Marcia. Say, barbarous man, will nought your pity move? 


Cav. Come bind them. 

Countess and Away. 
Mare ia. j Alas 

Countess and j Don't tremble. 
Marcia, j I tremble. 

Marco. No trifling. 

Countess and Why absent my love. 
Marcia. ; Why absent her love, 

Now, Marcia, all our hopes are flown, 

Cav. Since, proud fair, your haunts are known, 


Vain ace your sobs, your tears, your sighs, 
Then seize, my boys, our lawful prize. 


FINALE. 


Marcia.“ Hair, meek-cy'd Mercy, deity divine, 


Chorus. 


Clara, 


Chorus. 


Cavaldo. 


Chorus. 


* 
— — cas 


Long may thy mildness every heart entwine. 
Now dance and song shall banish all our sorrow, 
And merrily we'll live to usher in to-morrow. 


When Love resumes his soft control, 

And lifts to bliss the rapturous soul; 

Then dance and song shall banish all our sorrow, 
And. merrily we'll live to usher in to-morrow. 


Since all my faults to Lethe's stream ye give, 
For: &er your mercy in my heart shall live, 
Now dance and song shall bid adieu to sorrow, 
Arid joy and glee shall usher in to-morrow. 


SONGS, &c. IN THE OUTLAWS, 
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Marco. Care is the cheat of time: 
Now what is care but thinking; 
Then where can be the mighty crime 
To drown the dog with drinking. 


Jas, Hence with silly thought, 
It but augments our trouble, 
While tip dance, and reeling sport, 
Will make our true joy DOUBLE. 


Chorus. Now dance, &c. 


FINIS. 
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